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Apart from his miraculous and fortunate cures in all kinds
of sickness, I have noticed in him neither scholarship nor
piety of any kind. It makes me wonder to see all the publi-
cations which, they say, were written by him or left by him
but which I would not have dreamt of ascribing to him. The
two years I passed in his company he spent in drinking and
gluttony, day and night. He could not be found sober, an
hour or two together, in particular after his departure from
Basle. In Alsace, noblemen, peasants and their womenfolk
adulated him like a second Aesculapius. Nevertheless, when
he was most drunk and came home to dictate to me, he was
so consistent and logical that a sober man could not have
improved upon his manuscripts. I had to translate them
into Latin and there are several books which I and others
thus translated. All night, as long as I stayed with him, he
never undressed, which I attributed to his drunkenness. Often
he would come home tipsy, after midnight, throw himself
on his bed in his clothes wearing his sword which he said
he had obtained from a hangman. He had hardly time to fall
asleep when he rose, drew his sword like a madman, threw
it on the ground or against the wall, so that sometimes I was
afraid he would kill me. I would need many days to tell what
I had to put up with. . . ."
[The excerpt omitted here will be found on p. 122.]
". . . He was a spendthrift, so that sometimes he had not
a penny left, yet the next day would show me a full purse.
I often wondered where he got it. Every month he had a
new coat made for him, and gave away his old one to the
first comer; but usually it was so dirty that I never wanted
one. . . .
"I never heard him pray or inquire after the Evangelical
doctrine which then was practiced in our town. He not only